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" Francis was about to ascend the stairs without anotlier word, when his wife came down. 
She threw her arms round him, and burst into tears. He knew what she meant ; there 
was no need to speak." — See page 83. 
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CHAPTER L 

TROUBLE IN KENTMERE. 

Kektmeke is a quiet country town, such 
as you may have passed through many 
times, if you are old enough to remem- 
ber the days of gaily-painted coaches, 
with four horses, or sober post-chaises> as a 
means of locomotion. The rattle of these 
vehicles into Kentmere, and the ten minutes* 
stop to " change," at the door of the Angel 
or the Star Hotel, was the grand event of 
the day in those times. Now, tlie Railway 
has come within three miles of the town, 
but there seems no sujficient inducement to 
bring the ^' iron horse" into Kentmere itself; 
so it goes on in its own sleepy way ; and an 
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omnibus, running to meet two trains daily, is 
found enough for its needs, as far as pas- 
senger traffic is concerned. 

Kentmere has its Town-hall and Market- 
house, its old Parish Church and its new 
District Church, its High Street, with a hne 
of shops, interspersed with inns and public- 
houses; its smaller and narrower streets 
diverging from this, and its more dis- 
tinguished quarter, where professional men, 
as they are called, retired and unretired, live 
within sight of distant woods and pleasant 
fields; and of the little stream or river, 
which gives the place its name. But rather 
out of the centre of the town itself stands 
a single manufactory, with its one tall 
chimney and its line of brick wall, pierced 
with its many windows — the Silk Mills of 
Messrs. Cock and Pearson. They have 
been established many years, and in days 
gone by, several pretty Uttle fortunes have 
been made out of them. But that day 
is past ; for a long time, fewer and fewer 
hands have been employed, and the business 
has sensibly declined. Now, on the bright 
spring day on which this little story opens. 
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the crisis had come. Mr. Pearson had 
stopped the Mills, and had declared his 
intention of putting them 4ip for sale, and 
leaving Kentmere forthwith. He had mar- 
ried a rich wife, and the decUne and fall of 
the business was not of such great import- 
ance to his easy, careless temperament ; had 
it been less easy and careless, perhaps the 
Mills would have been working to this hour. 
But there were hearts in Kentmere who took 
the news, now spreading through its quiet 
streets, less philosophically, for they beat in 
the breasts of men whose children looked to 
them for support, and whose wives had 
brought them no fortune but the dowry, 
perhaps, of loving, gentle natures, ready to 
do and suffer all for their husband's sake. 

It was, as I have said, a spring day; a 
brisk March wind was blowing and driving 
the dust into little heaps in the corners of 
the quiet streets, where knots of men and 
boys, and women and children, were to be 
seen collected, all talking over the great event 
of Kentmere, the putting up for sale of 
Pearson's Silk Mills 1 " Who will buy 
them T was the question many asked with 
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heavy hearts ; and, indeed, it seemed a hope- 
less matter for future trust and dependence, 
that any one would come to that distant 
corner of England, and begin to build a 
fortune on so poor a foundation as the busi- 
ness was now known to be. " Who will buy 
them ?'* repeated a pale, thin man, with a 
somewhat stooping gait, and leisurely tread, 
as he separated himself from a group of 
people, and turned towards his home. 
Another question was inwardly asked also, 
" What will become of us ?" 

This man was William Brice, who had 
worked in Pearson's Silk Mills, as man and 
boy, for nearly twenty years. For the last nine 
of these he had been a married man, and was 
in the receipt of high wages — two pounds a 
week. Indeed, he was foreman in one 
branch of the concern, and, as his wife 
expressed it, they had a *' right to hold up 
their heads, and Uve comfortably." This idea 
of holding up her head, and living in comfort, 
consisted in going on from day to day with 
no thought for the future. Health had been 
granted to the Brice s family, and four chil- 
dren bom to them were strong and well, so 
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there was no expense for doctoring, as the 
mother often said- The house they lived in 
was in a good airy situation, open at the back 
to fresh country air, though it was entered 
from the front by a narrow passage from the 
High Street, a fashion common enough in 
Kentmere ; and the rent was moderate for 
its size. How was it, then, that when 
William Brice opened the door, and in low, 
hoarse tones communicated to his wife the 
news which was circulating through Kent- 
mere — how was it that she sank, pale and 
agitated, into a chair, with the words, "What 
shall we do, then, WiUiam ? There's not a 
penny saved, and four mouths besides our 
own to feed. God help us I" 

Ah ! how was it ? Perhaps, as we follow 
Rachel Brice's history for a little while, we 
may be able to answer this question, and 
show that, humanly speaking, it need not 
have been with her otherwise than with her 
neighbour, Ellen Holmes, who, nearly at the 
same time, was receiving a like communica- 
tion from her husband, that Pearson's Mills 
had stopped work, never to resume it, 
perhaps, and that his wages of twenty-Jive 



Digitized by 



Google 



10 



EAINY DAYS. 



shillings a week had ceased from that 
day! 

The interior of the Holmes^s house told 
its own story almost at a glance. Every- 
thing was in its right place, and, though 
very much smaller than the Brice*s, it had 
an aspect of greater comfort. The door 
opened into the kitchen, which was, indeed, 
the general Uving room of the family ; for 
all cooking and washing, and the prepara- 
tion of the meals, were carried on in the back 
kitchen or scullery, which was quite as neat 
and clean as the front room. Here Ellen 
Holmes was busy when her husband opened 
the door, an hour sooner than was his wont, 
bringing her to his side immediately with 
the question, " Is anything the matter, 
Francis T " It's what we've expected, partly, 
my dear," was the answer ; " there's no 
more work for me at Pearson s Mills, and all 
hands are turned off." 

He spoke sadly, and glanced at a cradle 
where a baby lay sleeping, with a tender, 
sorrowful expression on his manly face ; 
then he went up to a chair by the fire, which 
was occupied by his eldest child, a girl of 
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twelve years old, and sitting down by her, 
answered the wistful questioning eyes raised 
to his, by taking her thin hand in his own, 
and rapidly passing his great strong fingers 
over her slender Uttle ones ; for Minnie 
Holmes was deaf and dumb, and no earthly 
voices would ever reach her ears again ! But 
she was full of quickness and intelligence, 
and this she now showed ; for immediately, as 
she comprehended the news her father told 
her by his signs, she gave a reply in like 
manner, and he said to his wife, who leaned 
over him, " Think of her saying, in her 
way, * Never fear, father ; God will find you 
work again/ " " So He will, so He will," 
was the mother s answer ; and steadying her 
voice, the good wife said, " and, you know, 
Francis, we ve a nice little sum laid by ; and, 
as we've always been careful, why we can be 
double careful now, and shan't feel it so hard. 
Who knows but some gentleman from Lon- 
don may'nt take the Mill, and wages and 
work be better than ever. Mrs. Brice said 
that was what her husband always expected, 
even if the Mill did stop." Francis Holmes 
shook his head. " It won't do to trust to that, 
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Ellen ; and so Williain Brice thinks, I expect, 
for he has gone home, looking down-hearted 
enough; but I ain't afraid, even with five 
mouths to feed — ^with a wife like theeJ* And 
the good man took the hand resting on his 
shoulder, as Ellen bent over him, and put 
it to his hps, with a loving, tender, and 
respectful gesture, that would not have dis- 
graced the highest nobleman in the Jand. 
Minnie watched her father and mother with 
her large blue eyes, and then expressed hei* 
sympathy with both, by holding out her firms, 
and drawing her mother close. She could 
not rise from that chair without support, for 
the same fever which had taken from her 
hearing and speech at two years old, had 
also left her legs and feet weak and power- 
less. " Francis Holmes's eldest child is 
afflicted," it was commonly said in K^ntmere. 
Yes, God's hand had been heavy on Minnie ; 
but, nevertheless, she was the dearest trea- 
sure in her father's house, and as a beam of 
sunshine in cloudy days, like those which 
were now com«e. 

And soon the door opened again, and three 
little rosy happy faces appeared — a boy and 
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two girls, who had been to school. They 
were all clad in plain, homely fashion, but 
there was the same air about them as about 
the house they entered. Nelly, the eldest 
of the girls, was evidently the care-taker of 
the rest, and Frank, who was next her in 
age, was just now under her displeasure- 
She began, " Mother, Frank has been and 
torn out his trousers again, for all I sc^y, 
climbing up a tree in the Boxford Road; 
just see, is nt he a naughty boy T Frank 
stood looking defiance at his sister, and his 
mother called him to her, " Oh, Frank I 
Frank I you must be more steady, dear ; 
these trousers must last you for a long time, 
you know, and you'll give mother or Minnie 
a tiresome job to-night again." Frank had 
gone up to Minnie's chair, at a sign from 
her, ;and she was now eagerly telUng on 
her fingers that she would mend Frank's 
trousers, and at the same time smiling her 
pleasure at her youngest sister Kitty, as the 
little fat band laid on her knee some prim- 
roses and a few violets she had gathered in 
the hedges for Minnie. The children had 
all been tp the National School ; but had, 
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according to custom, when it was fine, 
taken a walk afterwards, under NeUy*s 
care. This httle woman was now busy 
taking off her bonnet, and setting about 
her accustomed duties of washing her 
Uttle sisters and brothers hands, before 
her mother was ready for dinner. And now 
baby woke from his long nap, and was taken 
up and given into Minnie s extended arms, 
whose especial treasure and property he was, 
while Francis Holmes snapped his fingers 
at him, and tried to nod and smile at him, 
as he was accustomed to do — though even 
baby might have seen that to preserve his 
wonted manner was an effort; and as he 
saw his wife setting out the mid-day meal, 
with a neatness and precision which had no 
fussiness or fidgetty anxiety about it, the 
fear shot through him, " What if bread 
should be needed by these five httle ones, 
and no bread be ours to give them 1" And 
again, as if a quicker perception of the 
thoughts of those she loved were hers, than 
was granted to others, Minnie s tiny hand 
sought her father s once more, and a rapid 
touch brought again a tender, sad smile 
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on his face at the signs she made, which put 
into words meant, '' God will take care of 
us, father — never fear.'' 

Kentmere abounded in bright healthful 
springs of water^ and not one of Francis 
Holmes's family, from himself downwards, 
ever tasted anything stronger than the pure 
draught of natural beverage. We may ques- 
tion, perhaps, if those neat blue-and-white 
drinking mugs, which were filled with water 
at the Holmes's dinner-table, had been full of 
heavy beer from the public house, of which 
the half is not often what it pretends to be 
— we may question, I say, if the little stock of 
savings, now remembered with such a sense 
of thankfulness, would have existed at all, 
or, at any rate, would have amounted to any- 
thing like what it did. It was grievous 
enough to have to touch what had been laid 
by with such care and pains ; but, as Ellen 
said, when, after the children were gone to 
bed, her husband's spirits gave way, " We 
always knew, dear Francis, we must provide 
for a rainy day ; now the rainy day is come, 
and, please God, the sum will last us till you 
get work; we mayn't be obliged to touch 
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half of it, who can say !" Ah, what a bless- 
ing is a true-hearted, cheerful wife, in all 
positions of life, but a priceless treasure 
in the poor man's home. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE NEIGHBOUK S VISIT. 

A WEEK passed, and the aspect of affairs 
at Kentmere showed no symptoms of im- 
provement. Many of the workmen in 
Pearson's Mills went off on the tramp for 
work, leaving their wives and families to 
struggle on, as best they could, till they 
could be summoned to rejoin them. This 
going forth to look for work in strange 
places — going on the tramp, as it is called — 
is a sad evil ; but it results in many cases 
from the inability of men, employed for years 
in factories, to turn their hands to any other 
means of subsistence. Francis Holmes still 
waited and hoped, and William Brice also 
tried to believe that the Mills would go on 
again ; but his anxiety was far greater than 
his neighbours, and he had nothing to 
lighten it, and none of the sure faith and 
trust which Minnie could with affectionate 
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earnestness so lovingly bring home to her 
father s heart. 

It was the afternoon of a dull, hazy day, 
rain was beginning to fall, and the radiant 
spring weather seemed to have withdrawn 
under a veil of gloom and darkness. Mrs. 
Brice sits in her parlour, divided from- the 
kitchen by a narrow passage, and her whole 
attitude bespeaks depression and inaction. 
The four children, from a httle one of 
two, to the eldest, a girl nearly eight years 
old, are amusing themselves in the passage 
or kitchen, while their mother sits, with the 
door half open, hearing from time to time 
the sounds of querulous, not joyous, play ; 
and even rising once to dart out on them 
aUjWith a sudden burst of energy, administer 
a sharp slap here and there, and then to 
retreat again to her old position, saying, 
half aloud and half to herself, " They are 
the most troublesome children that were 
ever born, I do believe," Presently there is 
a knock at the door ; it is the baker with the 
bread. Mrs. Brice calls to Susan, the eldest 
girl, to take it in, which the child does, but 
a parley is heard. Presently Susan puts her 
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head in at the parlour door. '' Mother, the 
baker wants you." Mrs. Brice rose unwil- 
lingly enough, and was soon standing in the 
passage, the four children behind her, say- 
ing, " Yes, Mr. Carter, what do you -want, 
please?" "Why, Mrs. Brice," said the 
man, producing a little red book, " here's one 
— two — three — four-and-half week's bread 
owing for. I just ask the question, you 
know, if it is convenient for you to pay it, 
for money's scarce with me just now ?" Mrs. 
Brice bridled, " Well, I am sure, asking me 
for money, when it's a mere trifle like this 1 
Mr. Carter, one would think you had forgot 
that I was the foreman's wife at Pearson's 
Mills." " Yes, you was^ I know, Mrs. Brice, 
no offence; but perhaps you'll see to the 
settlement in a day or two. Good after- 
noon." And the baker shouldered his 
basket, Mrs. Brice saying, *' Yes, indeed, a 
trifle like that is'nt likely to stand over with 
people like us ! " Ah, Rachel ! " where was 
the ready money to come from?" Were 
not these the words with which William had 
gone out that very day, after dinner, adding 
a hard speech, which had brought the tears to 

B 3 
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his wifes eyes? **We have managed badly, 
Rachel, to come to a pass like this, all on a 
sudden, and it's your fault more than mine/' 
Perhaps William Brice Jiad some ground 
for this assertion — we will not say he had 
none; but certain it is, he had not shown 
any sign of trying to better their condition 
during the last few days. The beer from 
the public-house had been rather increased 
in quantity, and he had even turned the 
evening before into the " White Hart," 
which was near home, and had taken several 
glasses of something a little stronger and 
more enticing, to those who have any taste 
for stimulating drink, than the " half-and- 
half" with which his supper at home was 
generally eaten. The score against William 
Brice was running up at the '* White Hart,'' as 
well as the bills at the baker s and butcher s. 
No wonder that he asked, " Where is the ready 
money to come from ? " and no wonder that 
his wife replied with a burst of tears. They 
fell anew, as she resumed her seat in the 
parlour, after the departure of the baker, 
and were scarcely dried when another knock 
was heard, and Susan, opening the door. 
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admitted some one into the passage, saying, 
" Mother s in there." It was our friend 
Ellen Holmes ; she had come to pay Mrs. 
Brice a visit. Now these two women had 
never had much intercourse, although the 
Holmeses were near neighbours of the Brices. 
Some idea of superiority of position had kept 
poor foolish Rachel Brice from having much 
to say to the wife of a man who worked 
under her husband at the Mills ; and Ellen 
had so little time in her active, busy life for 
gossip or talk, that she had been quite 
happy that Mrs. Brice should content her- 
self with a nod or a good morning, as she 
passed and repassed her in the little court, 
where both houses stood. Now the feeling 
of an evil, which affected both alike, had 
brought Ellen to see Mrs. Brice ; and she in 
her simplicity rather recognised the superior 
position which Mr. Brice had held, and 
thought, perhaps, from his wife she might 
gain some information about the future. 
For Ellen Holmes had an anxious 
mothers heart, and cheerfully as she 
went on her way, for the sake of others, 
there were moments when her faith in 
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God was tried, and her fears and fore- 
bodings were many. 

" Good afternoon, Mrs. Holmes," was 
Rachels greeting, as she tried to compose 
her face and steady her voice, while she 
took up some needlework from a basket at 
a little round table, and bent over it. " Sit 
down, Mrs. Holmes," she continued, '* and, 
Susan,'' sharply to the child, who now came 
in with the baby, who was crying and scream- 
ing at the top of its voice, " Susan, cant 
you keep the* child quiet without plaguing 
me ? What ails him ? " ** He s been and 
hit his head against the comer of the chair 
in the kitchen," said Susan, pouting. " I Ve 
had him till I'm sick of him. I want to 
play." ** Here, give him to me," said Ellen 
Holmes, speaking for the first time, after 
the somewhat cool reception she had met 
with. " Give him to me, my dear, he looks 
very feverish, and I daresay is after his 
double teeth. Poor little man ! it*s a 
bad bruise on his head." And Ellen took 
the sobbing child in her loving, motherly 
embrace, and soon soothed him to rest, and 
eventually to sleep. Susan was glad enough 
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to be released, and slipped away, leaving the 
two mothers in quiet. " No, I have not 
heard Mr. Brice say anything about a party 
taking up the Mills," Rachel was saying ; 
"worse luck for us. You must be sadly 
put to it, Mrs. Holmes." *' Well, we are a 
good deal troubled," said Ellen ; " but what 
with our little savings, and extra care now, 
we shall get on, please God, till Francis can 
find work. He means to wait a little longer 
and see if the Mills do go on ; and then, if 
there s no hope, he must look out for some- 
thing at some of the bigger towns ; but there 
is the expense of moving to be considered, 
and Francis says it is better to bide patiently 
and not be in too great a hurry." " You 
talk about savings — what can you have saved, 
Mrs. Holmes ? but a trifle, I should think." 
" Oh, you know, every little helps; some 
years it has been more, some years less. 
But, in all the thirteen we ve been married, 
we have put by something in the Savings 
Bank ; and there are so many little things 
one can save in, if we try; but I daresay," Ellen 
went on humbly, " with your husband's high 
wages, and such good health amongst the 
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children, you have had no need to study so 
close as I have; but my poor Minnie has been 
always sickly, and then there was Francis's 
accident and bad illness some years ago, and 
the time when Frank was so bad with measles 
— of course, all that sort of thing is a great 
expense. But God has been very good to us, 
very good ; and I always think ' He helps 
those who help themselves,' as Francis says/' 
Rachels heart was full, she felt ready to 
tell Ellen all her troubles. But yet pride 
kept her silent, though she did say, *' I 
never was brought up to screw and pinch, 
and I've had no need. I daresay you were 
always obliged to be saving." " Why, no ; it 
was plain living, but very plentiful, we had 
at my father s house before I married ; but 
my mother was a thorough good manager, 
and it's quite wonderful how she put me 
into ways about cooking and making the 
most of every scrap and bit. I used to 
think I should never need it so much, and 
sometimes I was rather vexed with her for 
being so particular; but she used to say, 
* Waste makes wantj and the more we save 
the more w^e can afford to help others^ which 
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is a thing worth thinking of, if nothing else 
is/ For the last seven years we've drunk 
nothing stronger than water, and there's a 
saving at once." " Ah, some people can t 
do without something to support them. We 
are not all aUke." " Well, I don't know, 
Mrs. Brice," was Ellen's reply ; "for myself 
I can say, my last three children have been 
the healthiest, and I feel twice the woman 
I did. You see the stuflF they sell by the 
pint at the public-houses has sometimes 
more harm than good in it ; it's not pure 
beer, brewed of malt and hops, but made up 
of all sorts, ' half-and-half,' you know, they 
call it." '' Oh, I don't understand your 
teetotal notions," said Mrs. Brice, falling back 
languidly in her chair, with a half yawn, 
" but I know many lives have been saved by 
giving wine and brandy when all hope was 
over ; my aunt last winter was one ! " *' Yes, 
no one denies that," said Ellen, " taken as * 
physic in extremity ; but doctors are too fond 
of ordering people to drink spirits-and- 
water, now-a-days. I know my husband 
found it so, and it was that first made him 
break oflF altogether from taking anything. 
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Shall I lay the child down anywhere, Mrs. 
Brice ? I must be going now." " Thank 
you, give him to me ; he*d better wake up, 
or I shall never get him to bed to-night." 
And Rachel took the heavy, fat boy on her 
knee, his head still nodding up and down, 
and his eyes positively shut in spite of her 
repeated, *' Come, Bobbie, Bobbie, wake up, 
child." 

Ellen Holmes now said good-bye, look- 
ing into the kitchen as she passed out, 
where the other three children were col- 
lected. Susan turned round from the fire 
with disordered locks and a scorched face, 
as Mrs. Holmes said, " My dear, take care ; 
what are you doing ? " *' Making toast," said 
Susan ; " making toast for tea." '' But look 
at all the bits and crusts on the table ; you've 
not been cutting the new loaf yourself, have 
you ? " " Yes," said Susan, proudly, ** I often 
do." "But you should nt cut new bread, 
dear, it wastes it so ; and ar nt you going 
to put those bits into a basin ? they'll make 
bread and milk for the baby just as well. 
Oh, take care, dear," to the second child, little 
Harriet; "see, you are pulhng all those big 
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bits down on the floor; bread isn't so plentiful 
in Kentmere just now, that we can afford to 
waste a crumb ; besides, it s a sin to waste 
anything, whether we re rich or poor." 

The child put her fingers into her mouth, 
and stared at the good woman who spoke to 
her ; but evidently it was new and strange 
doctrine to her. Ellen Holmes stood a 
moment looking at the three little ones; 
then she sighed, as with a glance around 
she left them. The kitchen was not a 
pleasant sight ; it was untidy and neglected. 
The bits of bread little Harriet had thrown 
down were not the only litters on the floor — 
several dishes, unwashed, stood on the 
dresser. In them were many fragments, 
which to people without a penny saved, and 
no money coming in, might have been 
turned to advantage. It was from mere 
hones and scraps that Ellen Holmes had 
that very day set before her children and 
her husband a savoury- smelling broth, 
thickened with barley and rice, and flavoured 
pleasantly with salt and pepper. Served with 
a sUce of bread {which was paid for\ it was 
wonderful how it seemed to satisfy the little 
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ones who partook of it, and not one com- 
plaint was heard. 

The two families of whom I am tell- 
ing you were separated by the great 
chasm which thrift and care always make 
between thoughtless waste and extravagance. 
Poor Rachel Brice was to be pitied — her 
heart was heavy enough ; but still, as Ellen 
Holmes passed her window on her way to 
her own door, it was with a feeling of half- 
envious dislike she said to herself, " Only 
just fancy ! I hope she has not been prying 
into what's no business of hers in the 
kitchen. * Saved moneys she says ; and no 
wonder— they have always gone about in 
common working things, and the children 
look like paupers, sometimes ; it isn*t 
likely me and mine could go like the 
Holmeses ; but if something doesn't turn up 
soon, I don't know what we are to do. God 
help us !" So ended Mrs. Brice's soliloquy. 
Must we not fear that she was one, who had 
not learned to help herself? As to going like 
paupers, for myself I should prefer Ellen's 
clean, useful cotton gown, with its dark 
Ulac ground and pretty flower running over it, 
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to Rachers common flimsy material, which 
would not wash, with its four-fold row of 
flounces, edged with bl^k, spattered in many 
places with dirty marks of grease, over 
which she wore a black jacket with loose 
sleeves and a brownish-white frill of work 
round them, which displayed her bare arms 
on which were two bands of shabby velvet, 
fastened by a steel stud. Moreover, I 
should like better the appearance of the 
little Holmeses, in their well-mended clean 
frocks and coarse brown pinafores, with their 
bright smooth hair cut a moderate length, 
and thus easily cleaned and managed by Nellie 
— to that of the little Brices, in their flounced 
frocks, hats with knots of dirty flowers in 
them, and long streaming hair, which was 
either twisted up in curl papers, or falling in 
straggling, untidy curls over their shoulders. 
I hope, dear reader, you agree with me. 

When Ellen Holmes opened her own 
door, the first sight was Minnie's face, kind- 
ling with delight. A hamper stood by her 
side, and with nods and signs Minnie let her 
mother know where it came from. Nelly, 
who was at home with the baby, also told 



Digitized by 



Google 



80 BAINY DAYS. 



her that Miss Somerville had sent it from 
Leyton, which was a village about three 
miles from Kentmere^ and that it was full of 
'* good things f* Miss Somerville was a very 
important person to the Holmeses ; she had 
once lived in Kentmere, and had had a deaf 
and dumb sister who had been taught in 
London all that the deaf and dumb can 
learn in these days, and was a bright, happy 
creature, whose talents of every kind were 
many, though she was denied the gift of 
speech. She had died more than seven 
years before my story begins ; and her sister 
had been broken-hearted for a time, and 
could turn herself to no other occupation. 
At last, one day, she heard of deaf and dumb 
Minnie Holmes; and, seeking her out, had 
been the means of teaching her as her sister 
had been taught, and of bringing the child 
to that intimate communion with outward 
things which she now enjoyed. Miss Somer- 
ville, by this act of love, found a solace to 
her own grief, and was indeed a blessing to 
Minnie. 

The child held a note in her hand, which 
she now gave to her mother,pressingit first to 
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her lips with that enthusiastic though silent 
earnestness which characterised her. Miss 
Somerville had been away from home all the 
winter, and now, on her return, had only 
just heard of the stoppage of Pearson's Silk 
Mills, and the consequent distress in Kent- 
mere. This note was to tell Minnie she 
would soon come and see her; and a 
hamper of " good things," as Nelly truly 
called them, was sent by the carrier as a sub- 
stantial token of good will and remem- 
brance. Miss Somerville was not rich, but 
she, too, in a superior rank of life, was one 
of those who* knew what Ellen Holmes 
meant by the pleasure of saving for the sake 
of others. In many things she denied her- 
self, and in many things she was, conse- 
quently, able to minister to her poorer 
neighbours. 

" And where are Frank and Kitty ?" asked 
Mrs. Holmes at last, when the hamper had 
been emptied of the sweet, country-made, 
brown loaf, the bottle of rich cream, the 
bunch of early radishes, and the nice slice 
of bacon, all packed so neatly, and crowned 
with a layer of fresh spring flowers from the 
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sunny borders of Miss Somerville's little 
garden ; " where are Frank and Kitty ? 
School must be out." " Oh yes, mother ; but 
father said, as the rain had given over, he'd 
take them a little walk. Here they come." 
Then Minnie was in her element as her 
father sat down by her, read the little note, 
and with silent communion interchanged 
with her, expressions of pleasure at Miss 
Somerville*s kindness. That evening, when 
the little ones were in bed, Minnie laid aside 
her work and stopped her busy needle, as 
her father took the Bible to read the verses 
from God's Book with which the day always 
closed in Francis Holmes's cottage. Minnie 
bent over the page, and followed the words 
with eager, earnest eyes. Then, when he 
knelt to oflter his simple prayer, those same 
sweet eyes were raised, and the small 
slender fingers clasped, as the deaf and 
dumb girl lifted her heart to her Father in 
heaven. When her earthly father rose from 
his knees she saw his eyes were dim, and 
as he took the baby from his wife's arms and 
kissed it, Minnie knew tears were ready to 
fall. She had a word ready for him — a 
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word of comfort; she re-opened the Bible, 
with which she was famiUar as with no 
other book, as it lay beside her, and after 
searching for a moment she quietly touched 
his arm, pointing to the lines in the 2nd 
verse of the 142nd Psalm ; then, gsczing up 
at her father with steadfast, trusting eyes, 
while a smile hovered round her mouth, she 
read over the words with rapid movements 
on her fingers, " When my spirit was in 
heaviness. Thou knewest my path." 

'* God bless her!" burst involuntarily 
from Francis Holmes. " Listen, Ellen, 
to what the ^hild says ; look, let her tell you 
herself;" and again Minnie's little fingers 
repeated the words, * lingering over the 
last, and ending with the simple, childlike 
expression of her faith. 

" He knows your path, father; well trust 
Him.'* 

As according to custom Francis carried 
his child upstairs to bed, a throb of thank- 
fulness that she was yet hisj shot through 
him, and made him press in a closer 
embrace than usual his little Minnie — 
his deaf and dumb child 1 " Our silent 
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comforter," as he and Ellen often called her. 
Dear little Minnie ! God had given her a 
mission on earth, and she fulfilled it; in 
her deep silence, her spirit communed with 
Him, and He knew her paths. 
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CHAPTER III. 

SEEKING A NEW HOME. 

But heavy days followed — a cloud hung 
over the poor of Kentmere; so many of 
whom had found their daily bread in the 
work of Pearson's Silk Mills. The 
Holmeses still had to hope and to hold 
on; but though the children had been 
taken from school, and Nelly installed 
as general care-taker of the children, 
while her mother earned a little by going 
out to wash and iron at a neighbouring 
laundi*ess's ; still, the pinch of hard times 
was felt, and Francis would look sadly at 
the great silent Mills as he passed them with 
his little ones for frequent walks in the 
fields, and his faith was sorely tried. So a 
month passed away ; and though hope had 
been revived by persons coming several times 
to look at the Mills, it had quickly died out 
again as the report spread that the business 
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had so fallen off, and the buildings wanted 
so much repair, that no one felt inclined to 
risk the large sum in buying them for which 
Mr. Pearson still held out. The great 
lightener of the trouble was, that the season 
was coming summer instead of winter ; but 
spring brings its sickness and its ailments 
as well as autumn, and there is illness 
often as rife with the budding as with the 
falling leaf. 

It was nearly the middle of April, 
when Miss Somerville opened the door of 
the Holmeses cottage, one afternoon, and 
found sorrow there. The children had all 
the whooping cough, and the father had 
answered a letter from a friend in Boxford 
by going to see for himself whether work 
was to be obtained for him in a large Silk 
Mill in that city. " It seemed right to try," 
Francis said. William Brice had been gone 
" on the tramp " now for three weeks, and 
so with a heavy heart Francis had left his 
sick children that very morning, with the 
expectation of returning in a day or two, 
and the hope of bringing the news of work 
for himself, though that implied removal from 



Digitized by 



Google 



SEEKING A NEW HOME. 37 

the place where he had been bom and 
brought up, had married his wife, and 
seen his children spring up around him 1 

Miss Somerville found her favourite Minnie 
lying back in the chair exhausted with 
violent fits of coughing, her mother sitting 
by with the baby in her arms, who had 
just sunk into a heavy sleep ; while on a 
mattress placed for her in the corner, little 
Kitty lay breathing heavily, dark rings round 
her eyes, and a pinched, drawn expression 
about her mouth. These three were the 
worst. Nelly was only suffering slightly 
from the complaint. Frank had not taken 
it at all as yet, and was now gone out on an 
errand to the doctors for some more medi- 
cine. Miss Somerville's heart ached for the 
generally blithe and cheerful mother, as she 
turned her sorrowful face towards her, and 
answered her gi'eeting in low sad tones. 
Poor Minnie had roused at the sight of her 
friend, but the little, languid fingers seemed 
scarcely able to make the accustomed signs, 
though the blue eyes were as eloquent as ever, 
and the child's mouth smiled its welcome 
'' They seem very ill to-day, Mrs, Holmes," 
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began Miss Somerville, " perhaps the dis- 
order will soon take a turn for the better. 
Let us trust so. What does the doctor 
say T ** Not much, ma'am,"' said poor Ellen, 
"Kitty is the worst, I think, unless it*s 
Minnie. But she, you know, maam, has 
no strength to bear up against anything. 
Then her father is gone to-day, and she 
feels that, I know." Miss Somerville held 
Minnie's hand in hers. It seemed to com* 
fort the child ; and she kept up little quiet 
tokens of sympathy upon it, even while 
talking to Mrs. Holmes. 

" Our savings are running down, ma am," 
the mother went on ; " while I could leave 
the children, I made up a little by washing 
five days of the week ; but we shall be too 
poor to pay our journey to Boxford, unless 
Francis gets work soon. There is no hope 
of his going on here now, and so he made 
up his mind to start to-day ; but it was &sore 
pinch to him, especially to leave us as we 
are." " It is a dark cloud, Mrs. Holmes," 
said Miss Somerville, *' a very dark one, 
but there is light behind it. God will show 
it at last, though now He sees good to let 



Digitized by 



Google 



SEEKING A NEW HOME. 39 

you walk in the deep shadow. The sun 
will disperse it when the right time comes." 
" Yes, ma'am, I believe it, and it is a mercy 
we are yet out of debt. It has been a hard 
struggle, but we don't owe a sixpence ; and 
there's many poor creatures who had nothing 
laid by, who are either starving pretty near, 
or getting into debt they will never get out 
of." " Well, now," said Miss Somerville, 
cheerfully, " I must make myself of use ; 
but I must leave you for a few minutes, and 
find out why my basket has not been sent 
from the White Hart." 

Away went Miss Somerville, first signing 
to Minnie that she would soon return; 
and as she went quickly out of the court 
into the High Street, she nearly stumbled 
against a man just entering, whose pale, 
sallow face, with its wretched, woe-be- 
gone expression, was not familiar to her, 
though we know him as William Brice. It 
would be pleasant to return with Miss 
Somerville to the Holmeses cottage, to see 
her followed by the " boots" from the White 
Hart, bearing another basket of " good 
things" for the household; to watch her. 
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with her delicate white hands, making barley 
water of the most fragrant lemon flavour 
for the sick children ; strewing flowers on 
Kitty's bed ; holding the baby in a sad fit 
of coughing; helping, comforting, and minis- 
tering with the kindly light of charity in her 
eyes ; and at last telling over the verses to 
Minnie on her fingers, as she read blessed 
words of comfort to the mother from God's 
Holy Word. It would be pleasanter to 
linger here than to turn to a very dif- 
ferent scene in William Brice s house. But 
we must go there now ; and see how it was, 
that with greater means, good health, and 
outward things seemingly more prosperous, 
misery far greater than Ellen Holmess 
now reigned in Rachel Brice's heart. More 
pale and haggard was William's face than it 
had been a month before, and his shoulders 
were more bent, and his whole bearing more 
dejected. 

Entering his house, he found his wife 
with her feet on a footstool, the two younger 
children playing on the floor, and turning 
up to their father very dirty little faces, as he 
stumbled over them. " Oh, William, haven't 



Digitized by 



Google 



SEEKING K NEW HOME. 41 

you got work?" said his wife, rising to 
greet him, and seeing at a glance that he 
was ill at ease. '* What's the matter, 
William T* as he sank into a chair, but did 
not speak. " Matter /" he replied, almost 
fiercely, **why, you must pack up bag and bag- 
gage and come oflf to Boxford as soon as you 
can. I Ve got a place in a factory there at last, 
and the wages are grand,'* he said, bitterly, 
" twenty. shillings a week I Come, turn these 
children out, will you?" It was iiot like 
William, it had not been like him, to speak 
thus in days gone by ; but the three weeks 
of his absence from home had been weeks 
of little food and much drink, and weeks of 
weary search for work, disappointment, and 
trial, with no better balm for these than 
a glass of hot spirits-and-water at every 
public-house which came in his way. 

" Twenty shillings a week I You, a fore- 
man of seven years* standing, accept the hke 
of tfiat ? ** said poor Rachel, bridUng ; " how 
are we to live?" " How are we living now? 
I should like to know. It was that or 
none, I tell you. You must sell off here as 
fast as you can, and let*s be off. Where s 
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the clock ?" William asked, looking round. 
" Sold already," said his wife, doggedly, 
"and lots of things in pawn beside. I 
could get no more credit. How was I to 
feed the children, and you away, too." 
^^ Pawn I So you've come to that. None 
of your finery gone though, 1*11 be bound," 
** You seem come back more like a brute 
than a man," said Rachel, angrily. " I wrote 
to my father and besought him, as you 
know, for the money which you took to go 
on your tramp with. Where is it all gone, 
I should like to know ? And you never to 
send a line, not once, and to leave me starv- 
ing here, and now come home to abuse 
me. Oh ! that I should ever have Uved to 
see this day ! " And a torrent of angry 
tears burst from the wife, which did but 
harden the husbands heart, and which 
four little pairs of eyes were now surveying 
in fear and wonder from the threshold of 
the door, across which Susan dare not ad- 
vance. Sad, sad it is when children witness 
scenes like this I We will not linger on it 
longer, nor write down here the bitter words 
of mutual recrimination which followed. 
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The conscience of both husband and 
wife were burdened. Each knew that they 
had been to blame, and in Williams 
heart was the shaine-striick consciousness 
of having drunk away the money so grudg- 
ingly granted to his wife's urgent appeal 
by her father; and not only that, but as 
the craving had increased upon him, he 
had parted from his silver watch and chain 
at Boxford— the companion of better days — 
and yet but a very few shillings remained in 
his pocket As we look at poor William and 
Rachel Brice, in these dark and cloudy 
times, may we not say that the whole matter 
is summed up in the words, *^ There is no 
fear of God before their eyes V* 

With every desire, dear reader, to bring 
home to you and to myself the blessings of 
thrift, careful management, resolute desire to 
battle against life s difficulties and overcome 
them, with temperance^ and a wholesome dread 
of indulgence in the excitement of stimulat- 
ing drink, — I would say that these^ in their 
highest sense, are fruits of that faith, which 
if a man lives out in deed^ as well as professes 
in word^ he shall be counted amongst those 
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who are like a tree planted by the water- 
side, bringing forth fruit in his season. His 
leaf also shall not wither, and whatsoever he 
doeth shall prosper ! 

For the next three or four days all was 
confusion in William Brice's house. With 
great difficulty they disposed of their furni- 
ture ; which, by the bye, was in so poor and 
neglected a state, that the money it reaUsed 
was small indeed, when compared to what 
had been expended on it. Scarcely a cup 
uncracked in the smart gold-and-white tea- 
service, scarcely a chair without unsightly 
dents and scratches, scarcely a whole article 
of household use throughout! Saucepans 
with loose handles, pewter covers battered 
and bent, knives blunt and chipped in the 
blades, the gay bit of carpet in the sitting- 
room spotted and stained, chests of drawers 
with two or three handles missing, — while 
everything partook of the same character, 
and showed plainly that habits of careless- 
ness and heedlessness, and a total absence 
of thought, had reigned supreme. With a 
great effort, however, the Brices cleared 
themselves, partially^ of many debts, and 
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were able to leave the town one rainy 
morning in a carrier's cart, which travelled 
between Kentmere and Boxford three times 
a week, and which was from morning to 
night upon the road. 

Ellen Holmes had been so occupied with 
her sick children, that she had not had 
time to do more than offer a very occasional 
service to her neighbours. Moreover, she 
felt she was not trusted; and poor Mrs. Brice, 
in all her inward distress, tried to show 
a " good face on it," as she expressed it, and 
was " too proud" to let " such as Ellen 
Holmes see how they were put to it." But 
Ellen, in common with many others in 
Kentmere, did see it nevertheless, and her 
kind heart ached for the children as she 
saw them standing on the threshold of their 
desolate, empty house. Dirty and untidy 
in appearance, though still smarts the two 
elder ones laden with httle parcels inse- 
cmrely done up, and the two younger cling- 
ing to their mother s dress. As Ellen 
Holmes looked, she turned back into her 
own house for a moment, and soon came 
forward with a little loaf in her hand, which 
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Miss Somerville had sent the sick children 
in a basket the day before. '^ Good morn- 
ing, Mrs. Brice ; so you are going to-day T 
" Yes, we are only waiting till the cart passes 
the end of the passage. Mr. Brice is there 
with the rest of the luggage. Be qukt^ 
Bobbie, what are you doing ?' Poor Bobbie 
was looking at the cake in Ellen's hand 
witli longing eyes, and was stretching up 
towards it. 

" Herfe, my dear," said EUen^ " I'm going 
to give this to sister to carry, and you shall 
have some in the cart as you go along ; 
Bobbie will like that, wont he?" But 
Bobbie began to cry, and Fanny said rue- 
fully, " We Ve had no breakfast 1 " Again 
Ellen Holmes disappeared, and returned 
with a knife, and a mug full of milk and 
water, out of which she gave the children a 
drink all round ; how she wished it had been 
more, when she saw how eagerly it was swal- 
lowed, and how she sighed as poor Bobbie 
said, '* Me want bread now," as, like a little 
hungry dog, he watched her dividing the 
loaf into four pieces, and giving it to each 
small outstretched hand. " I would ask you 
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to come in and sit down, Mrs. Brice, but 
you would be afraid of the cough for the 
children; you look so tired, though, let 
me stay here, and go and take a seat, — 
do now." Rachel was tired and faint, 
and weary and sick at heart ; the womanly 
kindness to her children touched her, and 
she could scarcely answer for choking sobs. 
" These are hard times ; but cheer up, Mrs. 
Brice," said Ellen, " your husband has got 
work, and that is a grand thing. Look, my 
dears," turning to the children, " you stand 
here a minute; 111 come back directly." The 
little ones, busily engaged in eating their 
bread, obeyed, and then Ellen led the way 
to her own door, and seated Mrs. Brice in a 
chair by the small fire, and offered her the 
cup of tea she had ready in a little black 
teapot for Kitty when she woke. "You 
are very kind," said poor Rachel, " how are 
they all?" looking round her at the children. 
" Oh, we've had a sad time, Mrs. Brice. 
Minnie and Kitty are through the worst of 
it now, I hope, but I am very anxious about 
baby still ; he*s so heavy, and takes so little 
notice," and then Ellen rapidly signed to 
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Minnie that she would leave Mrs. Brice a 
minute or two, and telling Nelly to call lier 
if the haby or Kitty woke, she went back to 
the poor little Brices. 

Rachel sat silently looking around her, 
wondering at the neatness and order 
of the cottage, at the cleanliness of the 
sick children ; while the rest and quiet, with 
the cup of tea, were refreshing to her beyond 
all expression. " They must have some 
kind friends," thought she ; " they must 
have some ways and means they keep secret. 
I always knew they were close about their 
own concerns; but its easy to see they 
must have some one to help them;' and with 
this thought Rachel set down her cup, and 
asked Nelly how her cough was, and where 
Frank was gone. Nelly replied by saying, 
" Her cough wasn't bad at all, and that Frank 
had gone to Ley ton." Then there was 
silence, for Rachel could not make friends 
with children; but all the time a pair of 
light blue eyes were fixed on her from the 
chair opposite. A wistful, inquiring glance, 
such as only the deaf and dumb can give. 
Rachel felt almost to shrink from the gaze, 
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though she knew not why. Minnie was 
looking pale, and thin, and ill, but the 
patient expression round her mouth was 
more beautiful than ever. While Mrs. Brice 
sat questioning within herself who the rich 
friends were who helped the Holmeses, and 
settling it that it must be Miss Somerville, 
Minnie was wondering whether her anxious- 
looking, troubled visitor had found the best 
Friend ; and whether she had learned, as her 
father and mother had, to trust Him. 

Poor Minnie ! at a touch, her naturally 
intelligent mind had opened to receive in- 
struction, and in the silence reigning round 
her evermore, was God s voice heard ; and 
she could trust the Good Shepherd to lead 
her to Himself, perhaps with a more lively 
and earnest faith than those could who had 
the power of speech and hearing, and com- 
munion with the outer world granted them. 
But very soon Mrs* Brice took a hasty leave 
of the littie Holmeses, as her . husband's 
voice was heard outside, telling her the 
carrier was waiting in the High Street. 
Ellen went with th^e ehildren to the cart, 
lifted in the little ones, and bid them try to 
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be still and not trouble their mother. Then 
all the bundles were packed in ; WiUiam 
Brice got up to his seat by the carrier ; and 
the steady old horse answered the crack of 
the whip, and went oflf with measured, even 
tread, bearing the Brices to a new home. 
Mrs. Holmes looked after the heavy, cum- 
brous vehicle till it turned the corner, and 
then, with a sigh, went back with brisk step 
to her children. Rachels parting words, as 
she leaned out of the cart, had been pleasant 
to the kind neighbour s ear. " Thank you, 
Mrs. Holmes, for being so good to my chil- 
dren and to me." " Poor soul, poor woman ! " 
was Ellen s sohloquy, "I fear they are going 
to greater trouble than they leave. I wish I 
could have helped them more — I m sure 
I do." 
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STRUGGLING WITH DIFFICULTIES. 

It was a long weary day s journey for the 
Brices ; all the sweet sights of the country 
as they passed along — the budding trees, the 
lovely wild flowers in the hedges, the soft 
green fields, where young lambs were re- 
joicing — awoke no answering delight in the 
parents* hearts. One by one, the poor chil- 
dren dropped off to sleep, lying at the bottom 
of the cart, fairly worn out ; and the mother, 
too, lost the sense of her troubles also, from 
time to time, in heavy slumbers, which the 
jerk of the cart, as it stopped at the little 
roadside public-houses, broke at short inter- 
vals. At nearly every one of these roadside 
inns, WilUam got down from his seat and 
disappeared for a moment, and his pocket 
was lighter for every visit, while his eyes 
were brighter, and his cheeks more flushed. 
Poor Mrs. Brice turned with tears from the 
Da 



Digitized by 



Google 



52 RAINY DAYS. 



glass of brandy-and-water he came once to 
oflFer her, and said, " No, no, William, thank 
you ; for it does no real good, I begin to 
think, and costs money. I'd rather you'd 
get a drink of milk for the children the next 
time we stop, if they are awake, and a roll or 
two at a bakers shop." William s answer 
was to turn away gloomily, tossing off the 
spirits-and-water himself, and muttering 
about "her being ungracious, and had he 
not seen her enjoy a glass of grog before 
now." Yes, it was quite true ; but a dim 
perception was creeping over Rachels mind, 
that if the Holmeses had not rich friends, as 
she supposed, they, at least, had no enemy 
in the drink, which day by day was render- 
ing her husband more irritable and unkind 
to her, and cross to the children; while many 
a shilUng, which might have been spent for 
the good of the little ones, went in that 
which wrought such evil in the father. 

It was nearly six o'clock when the Brices 
reached the Red Lion at Boxford, where 
the carriers cart stopped; and the tired 
and sleepy children were turned out into 
the square yard of the inn, bewildered and 
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frightened, and looking round them with won- 
dering eyes. The fare having been paid to 
the carrier, and the boxes put in a truck 
(those boxes which now held the family's 
entire possessions), the husband and wife fol- 
lowed the man who wheeled it, each carry- 
ing a child in their arms, while Susan and 
Fanny clung close together, threading the 
close narrow streets, to the one where Wil- 
liam had got lodgings, four or five days 
before. These were in a dark, dingy house, 
let oflf in floors to working people, and near 
the mills where William had got a situation. 
The Brices' rooms were on the top floor but 
one, and it was a long climb up the dirty 
stairs for the children's little, weary feet. 
The lodging consisted of three rooms — a 
general living room and two bed rooms : it 
was said to be furnished ; but the articles 
for daily use were as common and scanty 
as it is possible to imagine. The long 
climb to get to them, and the poor accom- 
modation when reached, made these rooms 
comparatively cheap, and eight shillings a 
week was thought very little in Boxford for 
the use of ^^ furnished lodgings^ Eight shil- 
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lings 1 and only twelve left to live upon, to 
find food, and clothes, and coals. Hard 
work this, for people who had sometimes 
fallen short of ready money in a quiet, inex- 
pensive country town, where provisions and 
house-rent were moderate, and this, too, 
with wages oi forty instead of twenty shiUings 
a week I Yes, it would have required thought 
and economy, and good management, to get 
through decently, without the extra allow- 
ance of other drink beside water. Strong 
drink, alas 1 was becoming a necessity to the 
father of the family. As it was, we must 
leave the poor Brices, with sad fears that 
hitter lessons are in store for them, such as 
with sickness, and trial, and poverty, the 
Holmeses could never have to learn. '' God- 
liness is great riches." These are true words ; 
and for those who strive in God s strength 
and humble dependence on Him, there is, 
amidst all losses, and hardships, and priva- 
tions, "a blessing which maketh truly rich." 
After a week s absence Francis Holmes 
returned to Kentmere. His wife knew by 
his face, as he opened the door, that there 
was no good news about work ; but she gave 
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him a quiet, loving greeting, and forbore to 
tease him with questions at first. " How 
are the children ? " was the father s anxious 
inquiry, as Minnie folded her arms tightly 
round his neck, as he bent over her chair. 
"Better, all of them, dear," was his wifes 
answer; " baby has been bad and Kitty too, 
but they are mending now, thank God : you 
must give that littie woman, Nelly, a word 
of praise, father, for she's been of more use 
and help than I can tell." Nelly flushed 
with pleasure at the praise, and came up to her 
father for another kiss as a reward. Kitty, 
very weak and languid, was on one knee 
already, while Minnie leaned against her 
fathers shoulder as he sat beside her. 
" Frank, where s Frank ? " " Ah, that s our 
secret 1 " said Nelly ; " may I tell, mother ?" 
But, quicker than even littie Nelly s quick 
tongue, Minnie was anticipating the question, 
and was running her fingers over her father s 
rough hand, her eyes brightening as she did 
so. But Nelly told the welcome story over 
again, so as we can understand her better than 
we can Minnie, we will use her words. " Miss 
Somerville, father, has taken Frank to 
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Leyton, and is going to put him to school 
there, and let him learn to do odd jobs in 
her house and about the garden, out of 
school-time, and she says shell keep him 
till you get work again ; he has'nt had the 
cough at all." " Yes," Ellen Holmes went 
on, "its a wonderful kind thing of Miss 
Somerviile, only it s just like her. I'rai;ik is 
young to be of any use, as a return, and so 
I told her; but she said she had ways and 
means of making a boy of eight years old 
useful; so he went oif in high spirits, poor little 
man ! I hope he will be good, but then he 
has a will of his own, though I miss him for 
all that. Still, it's a great thing to hare one 
less to feed now, and it wasn't to be expected 
a boy hke him would go on all day without 
getting into mischief. You have no objec- 
tions, father?" said Ellen, anxiously, as her 
husband leant his head against Minnie s, and 
did not speak. " No, no, my dear, I was 
only thinking how good God is to us, even 
though I have got no work." Francis's voice 
failed, but Minnie held his hand in hers, 
and pressing it to her lips she was telling 
him on it, that he must not look sad, they 
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were so glad he was come home, and that no 
one would fret now- Ah 1 what a blessing 
is the bond of family love, drawn close 
around as a support — tibe best that earth can 
give in times of sorrow and trouble I The 
contrast between William Brice's return to 
his home and Francis Holmes's coming back 
to his, is a strong, but not uncommon, one. 
We can find such in our own neighbour- 
hood, and amongst those we know, whether 
poor or rich ; and if we look closely at the 
catise of the difference WjS shall, I think, 
mostly find that where there is not love to 
God there cannot be love to each oth^r, in 
the best and highest sense. 

When the children were all in bed except 
Minnie, who was privileged to stay, as she 
wished it, leaning against her father's arm, 
as he sat in his chair near hers, the history 
of his tramp for work was told in full. Francis 
had tried three times unsuccessfully at places 
where Mills were going in the county, and 
the last time in Boxford. Here, indeed, he 
could have obtained a place in the same large 
Mills which had taken on William Brice, 
but the wages were low; and then there was 
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the expense of removal, the dark close street 
where they must live, the unhealthy cramped 
lodgings which would be all they could 
afford, the great uncertainty as to the 
raising of his wages after a time, to which 
William Brice trusted, and the trial of 
leaving the place where he had been bom 
and bred. " So," he went on, " I thought, 
perhaps, we had better hold on as we are, 
' another week or two. The Silk Mills may 
be taken; and I suppose, what with pinching 
and care, we can do it. Only, EUen, wife, 
it s a sore trial to be idle. As I have been 
tramping along the dusty roads of late, and 
seen even the little birds busy at their nests, 
I have felt so depressed like, and envied the 
men at work in the fields, even those break- 
ing stones by the hedge-side 1 I hope I 
have done right," he went on ; "I hope I 
have. But the dangers and troubles of a 
large city like Boxford seemed to come full 
upon me somehow. Still, if you think it 
best, wife, it can yet be done ; it is an enor- 
mous concern, that of the Boxford Mills, 
and I hear they are glad to take on hands. 
Still, it's a new business, and it may work well. 
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and it mayn't." " You are quite right, 
Francis/' said his wife ; "we can but tide 
on here in the dear old spot — there's yet 
some pounds in the Bank. Here's Frank 
provided for, for the present. Then I've 
got my clothing-club ticket paid up, and, as 
soon as the children are well, I can go out 
washing again." '* Ah, you are a good wife, 
Ellen, a good wife," said Francis, fervently ; 
" and 'I've bethought me of the turn I once 
had for a little carpentering ; don't you re- 
member how I made you a box with neat 
httle drawers when we were courting?" 
" Don't I remember it ? Why, yes, indeed, 
I've got it up-stairs. That's a bright thought 
of yours ; who knows but you might make 
some small things for sale, now." And then 
away went the good mother, at the sound of 
Kitty's cough in the room above, to raise 
the child and support her during the fit, 
then hushing and soothing her afterwards 
till she slept again When she returned 
she found her husband sitting with Minnie's 
small figure in his arms, but he was 
gazing at her with an anxious, troubled look 
on his face. 
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Minnie had just fallen asleep, the long 
fringes of dark lashes lay on the pale 
cheek, which now struck her father as 
very pale, except where a small red spot 
glowed brightly under a stray lock of soft 
brown hair. The small mouth and prettily 
formed Ups, which had ever a smile hovering 
near, were pinched, and there were lines 
and hollows about the sweet young face 
which did not tell of health, even such 
health as Minnie had kno^spi, ** This here 
illness has told on her, wife," said Francis ; 
" she feels lighter than a feather. Has she 
coughed badly since I've been gone ? " The 
mother drew near and looked over her 
husband's shoulder. "No, she has never 
had violent fits like Kitty and the poor baby ; 
hut the last week she has sat very quiet, and 
I don't think has eaten much. I must ask 
the doctor about her again. Do you think 
she looks very ill, Francis ? " Minnie, deaf 
and dumb Minnie, was these poor people's 
first-bom, and dear as first-born children 
are to every parent's heart Still dearer^ too, 
because she was, as the neighbomrs would 
have said, " afflicted." Their silent com- 
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forter, their tender, gentle Minnie, how they 
loved her 1 

A few days afterwards, Miss Somerville 
was with Minnie ; Nelly, and Kitty, and their 
father were out, for the doctor said the soft 
sweet air and pleasant sunshine would do 
them good now. Mrs. Holmes and the baby 
were the only inhabitants of the cottage; 
and baby dropping off to sleep, the mother 
went to put him in his cradle up-stairs. 
Then quickly Minnie turned her eyes full 
upon her kind friend, and by her signs ex- 
pressed, " I feel ill here" putting her small 
hand upon her heart ; " I tliink I am going 
away — I am going home ; but don't tell them 
yet— they'll fret so. I am no use, you know; 
God always knows best; and every day I sit and 
think so. You have taught me that if I trust 
in Jesus I need not be afraid, and I don't think 
1 am." Then, as she saw Miss Somerville s 
eyes fill with tears, she continued, ^^ Please 
don't be sorry ; I can't work for them ; it 
must be best." Mrs. Holmes returning, no 
more passed between Minnie and her friend ; 
but Miss Somerville thought over it on her 
way home, and with mingled feeUngs of 
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sorrow and thankfulness. Going home! 
Yes, Minnie was ready. Why should any 
wish to keep her from the song of the 
angels and the joy of Christ's redeemed ? 
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CHAPTER V. 

DABK CLOUDS. 

Anb now came days of greater sorrow for 
the Holmeses, than any they had known. 
The pressure of the times and want of work, 
was hard. Francis felt it could not well be 
harder, and that he must make up his mind 
to go to Boxford ; but to take Minnie there, 
now that day by day she faded more per- 
ceptibly, and drooped Uke a broken Uly- 
flower, how could he do it ? The necessity 
for her mother s attendance on her now 
became obvious, so that her little help 
earned by washing was no longer available. 
Frank's well-doing at Leyton, and the good 
accounts Miss Somerville gave of him, was 
the one bright spot; but unless the very last 
ten pounds of savings had been touched, the 
Holmeses found it necessary — not to pavm, 
that they would still avoid — ^but to sell some 
Uttle articles of their furniture which they 
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could best do without. No one knew of 
this; they made no complaints, though many 
were the pangs endured, which none but 
God knew. At last, one Ibright June morn- 
ing, Francis said suddenly, *' My dear, I 
have made up my mind ; I must go to Box- 
ford and work, and send you my wages ; if 
we spend every shilhng we have, with no 
more coming in, we could not remove at 
-last, or be driven to do as the Brices did, 
sell off everything ; and we couldn't perhaps 
afford to— to — " His wife understood him as 
he gave an agonised glance at his child, who 
lay in an uneasy sleep, her head leaning 
against her mother's shoulder. He meant 
they would not be able to afford to lay her 
with decent bmial in the churchyard, where 
a baby sister already slept; for both 
Francis and his wife knew now that Minnie 
was going to leave them. They knew it, 
and though faith and trust were yet strong 
in their humble, simple hearts, they were 
sometimes ready to cry, " We will bear all 
things Thou canst send, only leave us our 
Mirmie" But God knows best, and Minnie 
must go. 
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Sad at heart, Francis Holmes again left 
Kentmere. A bright summer day it was ; 
but a cloud rested on the poor father, as 
in the early morning he set out to walk 
the twenty-five miles to Boxford. The 
sun had not long risen ; the dew was 
shining on the fresh young leaves; and 
early birds were singing their morning song 
as he passed along. Minnie was asleep 
when her father left her — it was better it 
should be so. Only the faithful wife was 
stirring, and had a little humble breakfast 
set out for him, all neat and tidy as in their 
more prosperous days. At parting, she put 
into his hand a few shillings — ten shillings 
in gold and three in silver. " Take this, 
dear," she said ; " I'm afraid of your knock- 
ing up without proper food. Pray do live 
well yourself, or think what it will be for all 
of us. Try to get a little bit of meat every 
day — there's nourishment in that." "No, no, 
Ellen, I can't take tlie money; you want every 
penny here, I am sure. I have got enough 
to last me for a week — I have, indeed; 
besides, where did this come from ? ' '* It 
is mine, Francis; and so it's yours; don't 
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ask no more questions." " Now, good-bye, 
and God bless you." So he left her, a smile 
struggling with the tears which, when her 
husband was fairly gone, fell in showers. 

Ah, good Ellen Holmes I that money was 
the price of a shawl which had once belonged 
to her mother, and from which, as a remem- 
brance of early days, it was hard to part. 
" It was old-fashioned," the clerk's wife said 
who had bought it, " very old-fashioned ; 
but still it was soft and warm, and would be 
nice wear in chilly weather in the house." 
And so the fifteen shillings were given for it, 
and thirteen of these are now in Francis 
Holmes s pocket as he walks steadily onward 
towards Boxford. Dear reader ! if Francis 
had stopped at every public -house on his 
way — ^if he had been what is called only a 
moderate drinker, and refreshed himself five 
or six times during that long walk with gin- 
and-water or beer — ^how much of the money 
would have been left at the close of the day ? 
A good meal of bacon and bread for eight- 
pence, at what was known as the half-way 
house between Kentmere and Boxford — and 
a draught of pure Ufe-giving water from one 
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of the many springs which ran along the 
road. side in the country through which his 
path lay, with now and then a rest on a 
green, sunny bank — and Francis Holmes 
reached Boxford at last, far less tired, 
jaded, and weary than WilUam Brice had 
done with his family, a few weeks before. 

On his arrival, at three o'clock, at Boxford, 
Francis went at once to the counting-house 
of the large Mills, and with almost a 
trembling heart waited for an answer to tlie 
question, "Was a good hand wanted?" 
Suppose if now the chance were lost — sup- 
pose if he were too late ; for the emigration 
from Kentmere had nearly emptied the 
place, in the last month or two, of the hands 
turned oflf from Pearson's Silk Mills, and he 
knew many had found employment at 
Boxford. The foreman eyed Francis keenly. 
He remembered his previous application, and 
scanned the honest face with a penetrating 
glance. " From Kentmere T he asked. 
" Yes, Sir." " You have been trying to do 
better all these weeks, my man, and have 
failed, and so you have come back to us, 
eh ? Work and wages are not so plentiful 
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as you supposed when you turned away from 
eighteen shillings a week." Poor Francis 
could only reply, " I shall be very thankful 
for work now, Sir.'* "Very well, then, I 
repeat the oflfer. Wife and children, I sup- 
pose?" "Wife and five children, Sir." 

*' Your name is ?" " Francis Holmes/' 

The foreman opened a book and read over 
a list of names quickly ; it had been sup- 
plied by the late manager of Pearson's Mills. 
Against Francis Holmes's name was written, 
" Honest, steady, sober, and a good hand." 
"Humph!" said the foreman, "some of 
these characters have proved right, some 
wrong. Well, you are tired ; you can 
come to-morrow. Some of your town s- 
people can drink, if they cannot work ; but I 
don t fancy you are one." " No, Sir, thank 
God," said Francis ; " for seven years I Ve 
tasted nothing stronger than water." " Oh, 
well, that's your concern, not mine ; you 
seem to thrive on it ; but I m for modera- 
tion, and not for teetotalism. Good even- 
ing." As Francis was on his way from the 
Mills, he nearly stumbled over a man issuing 
from a small door of the building, for the 
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bell for closing the factory was just ringing. 
This man had once been a moderate drinker, 
and he had once answered to that descrip- 
tion noted against him, too, in the foreman's 
book : — " William Brice, sober, steady, a 
good hand, head workman, and foreman in 
his branch, at forty shillings per week." 
Alas I one glance at his countenance showed 
that poor William was not a moderate drinker 
now. His face was sallow, his eye bright 
but weak, his step uncertain, his speech 
tremulous and thick." " So, you ve come at 
last. I thought you'd be driven to it," was 
his greeting to his old neighbour, as Francis 
Holmes went quickly up to him, glad to see 
a familiar face in that strange land. " Missus 
and the brats come too?" he continued; 
" turn in here with me a bit ; we'll have a 
glass and talk it over." And he walked up 
the entrance of a little inn, with red-and- 
white checks on the shutters, and a sign of 
an evil-looking negro swinging above, which 
intimated that the inn was ^' The Black 
Boy." 

This little public-house was one of 
three which drove a thriving trade, lying in 
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the daily paths of the men and women em- 
ployed in Bell s Silk Mills in their way to 
and from work. Alas I alas I how great was 
the temptation to those who had ever 
indulged in strong drink ! — ^how few had the 
high principle to resist in comparison with 
the many who yielded ! How many shillings 
were taken from the weekly wages, and how 
many children and wives pined away in their 
close, unwholesome homes, in consequence. 
But Francis Holmes had no tempation to 
accept the offer made him. From long- 
established habit, even the smell of beer and 
gin was distasteful to him ; so he only said, 
•* No, thank you ; but I would be kindly 
obliged to you to tell me where I can put up 
to-night — ^you know the place by this time." 
*' Ah, well I" said William, reluctantly, *' I 
forgot you were a teetotal saint, Holmes ; 
but 111 show you a lodging, and perhaps 
Rachel will find you a bit of somediing or 
other, and there may be a room to let in the 
same house we live in. It's a beastly hole ; 
but what is a man to do with a wife and 
children tied to his heels ?" " I only want a 
room for myself," said Francis ; " but I shall 
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be glad to step in and see Mrs. Brice — my 
wife will be pleased to hear about her and 
the children." They had not far to go. 
Brice stumbled up the stairs, and, opening 
the door of the living-room, called to his wife, 
*' I've brought you a visitor." She was in 
the bed-room, through this, with two of the 
children, and said, fretfully, "Visitor, in- 
deed ! what do I want with visitors ?" But 
when she came out and saw Fl'ancis 
Holmes s honest, kindly face, RacheFs heart 
was melted; and, seizing his hand, she 
said, " How are you ? I'm glad to see you." 
" Well, get a bit of supper ready," said her 
husband ; ** and make haste. A man that 
has tramped from Kentmere since the 
morning must want a bit of something, if 
not a sup of beer." " It s very fine to talk of 
getting supper ready," said Rachel, bitterly ; 
" you know well enough you must hand over 
the money first, if you ve any in your pocket 
that's left from 'The Black Boy.'" So 
bitterly the poor wife spoke, and Francis 
Holmes feeling very uncomfortable, as a 
third person always does when a husband 
and wife are quarrelling, interposed, " I had 
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my dinner on the way, thank you, Mrs. 
Brice — don't you trouble about me ; but 
perhaps you can tell me of a decent lodging 
— I like that, better than going to a public- 
house." 

As Francis said this, he had taken 
poor little Bobbie on his knee, and was 
inviting Fanny, by kind looks, to come and 
speak to him ; while, after more harsh words 
passing between Eachel and her husband, 
the latter flung down a couple of shillings on 
the table, and then went out of the room, 
banging the door after him. " That is how it 
is, day after day, Mr. Holmes; it s no good my 
trying to hide it. I am a miserable woman, 
and often wish I was dead." As poor Rachel 
said this, she sank down crying in a chair — 
all her pride gone, and looking the picture 
of a forlorn, dirty, heart-broken woman. 
Francis was rather slow of speech; he 
wished his wife were there ; he wished he 
had not accepted William s invitation to 
look in on his old neighbours ; he wished 
he could say something to comfort the poor 
weeping woman, who, nevertheless, he saw 
was not taking the right way to reclaim her 
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husband. At last, he took a shilling out of 
his pocket — one of his Ellen's — and said, 
" Mrs. Brice, I am sure you won't be offended 
at my paying for my supper ; these are hard 
times with us all." Rachel now roused her- 
self, and soon despatched poor little Susan, 
wto looked, Francis thought, years older 
since he had seen her last, to a shop near at 
hand in the same street — the child carrying 
a big basket on her arm and nodding assent 
to all her mother's directions, which ended 
with a quart of beer from *' The Hare and 
Hounds." " Come back with the basket 
first, though, child, and look sharp." Away 
trotted poor little eight-year-old Susan on 
her mission ; and then her mother snatched 
up Bobbie, and soon bustled him into bed 
in the inner room, while she bribed him 
to be quiet by the assurance that she would 
bring him " something " if he was good. 
The child next Susan in age was taken, as 
an act of charity, by her grandfather, who 
lived a few miles on the other side of Box- 
ford. Mrs. Brice said they had taken her 
on condition they asked for no more money. 
" They are very stingy," Rachel said, " for 
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tliey are well to do in the world/* But pos- 
sibly the grandfather had right on his side 
— thinking that, to clothe and feed a child 
was a more substantial act of charity than to 
send driblets of money to people who, as he 
expressed it, '* muddled it away in bad 
management and drink, as his daughter and 
son-in-law did." 

The supper was all ready at last; and 
Francis Holmes's heart ached as he saw the 
eager, half-famished manner in which the 
food was attacked by the little ones, with 
dirty, unwashed fingers, and untidy hair 
straggling over their faces. No mention was 
made of waiting for " father ;" and, indeed, 
it would have been useless, for the summer 
twilight waned into nearly darkness, and he 
did not come. At last, the remnants of food 
were heaped up, and the plates and dishes 
with them, in a cupboard ; and Susan and 
Kitty were ordered off to bed, while their 
mother told Francis she would go and 
inquire if he couldn't have a bed -room at 
the top of the house — the floor above them 
— '' The cheaper the better, I suppose, Mr. 
Holmes ; and I know there was a room there 
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to let, yesterday/' It was to let now, and 
poor Francis soon after carried up his little 
bundle and took possession, thinking of his 
dear children at home, and their loving, 
tender mother, and thanking God that, in 
the midst of poverty and sickness — touching 
the child who was as the apple of his eye — 
he could yet do as she told him, and trust 
and not be afraid. Tired and weary, Francis 
soon fell asleep on his uncomfortable bed ; 
but he was awakened, just as the church 
clocks near were striking twelve, by sounds 
of angry brawling in the room beneath him, 
and sitting upright to listen, he recognized 
the voices of William and Rachel Brice. 
William had come home, as he did five 
nights out of the seven, excited with drink, 
if not absolutely drunk, and was met, as 
usual, by reproaches and tears from his wife. 
But why linger on scenes like these ? they 
are, alas 1 too common. How is it that men 
in trouble, like William Brice, turn to drink 
for comfort, as they would say ? Comfort I 
what greater delusion can there be ? And 
when it is remembered that it is often the 
moderate drinkers, — men who have only 
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taken their pint of beer at dinner, their 
single glass of spirits-and- water after supper 
for years, who, in time of poverty and want, 
find the temptation to exceed little by little 
all but irresistible, — it may surely be worth 
while to exercise self-denial in days of pros- 
perity, and try resolutely to test the truth of 
the maxim, " JVat^r is best." The strongest 
safeguard against this temptation, as agaiust 
every other — nay, the only safeguard — is a 
real, living, though it may be a humble and 
simple /ai7ft. In this sketch of two families 
suffering under the same trial, I have tried to 
show that the one with outward things 
seemingly more against them than the other, 
were kept by the hand of Him whose they 
were, and whom they did desire to serve ; 
and in their sorrows they could feel the love 
of God, who chasteneth for our profit, and 
could accept the discipline with sorrowful, 
but yet meek and submissive hearts. 



" I wiU be his Father, and he shaU he 
my son. If he commit iniquity, I will 
chasten him with the rod of men, and 
with the stripes of the children of men." 
—2 Samdbl vii. 14. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

MINNIE S FAREWELL. 

For six weeks, Francis Holmes worked 
daily at the Silk Mills, and lodged in the 
same house with the Brices. Every Satur- 
day evening the letter to his wife was duly 
posted, containing stamps for the sum 
which out of his low wages he was able 
to scrape together; and every Tuesday 
he got a reply from Ellen, thanking him 
for it, with loving gratitude, and trying 
to give as bright a picture of her home-life 
as she could. "Minnie was no worse," she 
said in every letter; sometimes even she 
thought she was a little better, for she could 
sit and work again; and when not doing 
that. Would be always reading in the Bible. 
But writing was an eflfort to Ellen Holmes, 
and she longed to be able to say more to 
her husband, and felt the separation from 
him keenly. He felt it no less, and the 
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yearning for home faces and for home voices 
grew stronger and stronger in the midst of 
all the sights and sounds of the busy town 
where he lived. He was so grieved, too, to 
see William Brice s increasing degradation, 
the poor neglected children, the unhappy 
miserable wife. Once or twice he tried 
remonstrance, once or twice he even thought 
he had made some impression, but it passed 
away again, if ever it existed, and things 
went on as before. 

It was an unusually hot summer, and the 
heat and closeness of the city, and the very 
scanty proportion of food which Francis 
allowed himself, began to tell upon his 
appearance. One day he came home from 
work faint and weary, and although it was 
the middle of the week, and not a time for 
the home-letter, one waited for him, with 
Ellen s hand upon the envelope. He opened 
it trembhngly, as he took it from little Susan 
Brice. As is so often the case in this 
world, the feelings which the letter awakened 
were mixed. " Dear Francis," it began, 
" a gentleman has boutght the Silk Mills, 
and they do say they will be working in 
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another month. Thank God! But, dear 
Francis, I think our Minnie is weaker; 
she's so faint-hke with the heat She's 
asked the question in her way three times 
this day, ' When will father come ?* So can 
you come Saturday till Monday, dear. Take 
the train to Pendleton; don't you try to 
tramp, this weather. From your loving wife, 
EUen Holmes." 

•'What, have you got bad news, Mr. 
Holmes ?" asked Rachel Brice, as poor 
Francis leaned against the door, wiping his 
forehead with his pocket handkerchief, and 
gasping rather than sighing. ** Sit down," 
she continued, pushing a chair towards him. 
" Why," Francis began, " there's good news* 
about the Kentmere Silk Mills, Mrs. Brice ; 
they are bought by a gentleman, and will 
be working again before long." " You don't 
say so ? But there, it don't make much dif- 
ference to us; for we have no money to take 
us back, and I don't know how long William 
will keep his present place, going on as he 
does, let alone getting a new one." " But," 
said Francis, scarcely hearing or heeding 
this speech, "my child is worse. I must 
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be off on Saturday afternoon for Sunday. I 
shall have to come back though, I am afraid.'* 
" Which child is it T asked Mrs. Brice. 
" My Minnie. She that's deaf and dumb," 
said the father, with a heavy sigh. ** Oh, 
well, as she's so afflicted, Mr. Holmes . you 
may count it a mercy if she is soon taken ; 
you must find her burdensome at times." 
Poor Francis turned away, and wasted no 
words on this speech. Burdensome ! His 
sweet Minnie, his heaven-taught child, his 
silent comforter, Mrs. Brice's heart was 
sore and troubled, or she would not have 
spoken thus. Mothers know, ah I how 
well, that if God's hand has been laid on 
a child, that child has the deepest and 
tendeiest place in the parent's heart. 

Saturday evening found Francis nearing 
home once more. The three or four miles' 
walk from the Pendleton Station revived 
him. It was a glorious sunset. Crimson 
and purple clouds edged with gold were 
lying heaped together in the west, while above 
a sky of deepest blue hung like a covering 
of love. How fresh and sweet it all seemed 
to the poor workman as he walked along. 
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His step was less firm than it had been> 
and his face worn and pinched. But home 
was near, and the prospect of work before 
him and bread for his children, without 
shutting them up in the close streets of 
Boxford, and seeing them perhaps pine 
before his eyes, and look as forlorn and 
dirty as the poor Brices did. But no, with 
his Ellen for their mother, they would not 
come to that, he well knew ; and he felt a 
throb of loving pride in her, as he drew 
nearer and nearer to his home. If only jyTmm^ 
were well, if only God would spare the child 
to him. And the father s heart went over 
her gentle patience, her loving tenderness 
for him. He remembered her as his first- 
bom. Merry, laughing, and glad, till the 
fever laid her low, and then the three or 
four years of sad helplessness which followed. 
Then came Miss Somerville, and Francis 
recalled how wonderful he had thought it 
to see his child's mind opening under the 
care and teaching of this their best earthly 
friend. How happy and proud he had been 
to learn the signs of communication with 
her ; how through these signs he had learned 
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what Minnie's heart had embraced from the 
first, " Trust in God, love to Jesus, and 
seeking the guidance of the Holy Spirit/' 
He pictured his child's fingers busy at 
her needle-work, with the Bible at her 
side, over the large clear print of which her 
eyes would every now and then wander. He 
remembered how during that illness, when 
the doctors gave him so much stimulating 
drink, and when he had recovered he began 
to feel a craving and longing for it, his eye 
had fallen on the open page of God s Book, 
as Minnie s little fingers slowly traced the 
words, ** Be sober, be vigilant, because your 
adversary the devil goeth about as a roar- 
ing lion, seeking whom he may devour." 
He remembered how he thought, *' What if 
the devil is to catch me by this drink, which 
makes me hot and cross, to say the least of 
it, and may lead me to things I shrink from 
now ;" and how he had put up a prayer, as 
he sat by his deaf and dumb child's side, 
that he might be sober from that day forward, 
and touch no more that which was becoming 
a temptation to him. Then, how Ellen had 
gone with him in that also ; how they had 
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made the resolute trial of water for them- 
selves and their children, and had blessed 
God they had done so many a time since. 

But now Francis turns up the familiar 
High Street of quiet old Kentmere, enters 
the court where his house is situated, walks 
up to tlie door. His heart beat fast. He 
was weak and weary, and the silence in 
the room struck him. At last he lifts the 
latch. Nelly sits in Minnie's chair with 
her baby brother in her arms, Frank is 
cutting a stick by the window, Kitty is on a 
stool by her sister's side nursing an armless 
wooden doll, and imitating Nelly's rocking 
motion with the baby I The children started 
up, but Francis saw Nelly's face bore traces 
of crying. '* Where's mother?" he asked, 
as he kissed them all. ** Up stairs," said 
Nelly, "with Minnie. She told us to stay 
here, but she has been such a long time." 

Francis was about to ascend the stairs 
without another word, when his wife came 
down. She threw her arms round him, 
and burst into tears. He knew what 
she meant ; there was no need to speak. He 
went slowly up stairs into the little bed- 
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room with its lattice window wide open, and 
the soft summer breezes coming in laden 
with the scent of the lime trees in full 
blossom, which grew in a graceful row near 
the church not far distant. Far away was 
seen a line of hills, purple in the fading 
Ught, and the shining track of the little 
Kent as it wouiid like a silver thread through 
fields and meadows. Minnie lay with her 
eyes closed. One look and her father saw 
she was dying. He fell down on his knees 
by her side and groaned. There was no 
fear of disturbing his child by any sound. 
Miss Somerville was present, but Francis 
did not heed her. One thought was his : 
" Would Minnie ever know he had come 
home?" Yes, for soon the white lids 
quivered, and the child's blue eyes opened. 
Instantly a smile broke over her face, and 
she signalled to her father to kiss her. Then 
the little slender fingers sought* his as of old, 
and she feebly tried to give the wonted signs. 
He knew the touch so well he could under- 
stand them, weak as they were. "I am 
going to Jesus, father. I shall wait for you 
there. I shall sing there, and hearihe angels 
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sing — don't be sorry — dont be sorry,'* and 
then the hands relaxed their hold, and not 
very long after, in the quiet and stillness 
of the room, where an unusual hush 
seemed to brood, the spirit of the deaf 
and dumb child passed away ; and the first 
sounds that broke the silence were the 
mother s words, as she laid her head on 
her husband's shoulder, " Well try to say, 
' Thy will be done,' Francis ; she hears the 
angels singing now ; and, oh I Francis, she's 
singing herself , — think of that." But the father 
had fallen prostrate on the floor, and a long 
fainting fit, brought on by pure bodily ex- 
haustion, as well as mental grief, turned all 
thoughts for the present to him. 

For several weeks, Ellen Holmes's cup of 
sorrow seemed to overflow; her husband was 
very ill. The doctor said he had been work- 
ing hard, without proper food, and this with 
the close atmosphere of Boxford, and the heat 
of the weather, had undermined his health. 
• But God did not forsake the Holmeses ; 
though Httle by httle the very last farthing 
of savings ebbed away. Kind hearts were 
moved for them through Miss Somerville's 
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appeal, and money was oflFered them as a 
loan — for to offer it as a gift they knew 
would have hurt the honest sense of inde- 
pendence of these good people. 

By the middle of September, when the Silk 
Mills were once more set going, and the wel- 
come sound of the bell to summon and dis- 
miss the workman was heard again in Kent- 
mere, Francis was amongst thosewho took his 
place there, and that for better wages than 
he had ever before received 1 The Mill was 
taken by a son of the owner of the large 
Boxford concern, and many of the men were 
drafted back again, — not all — for young Mr. 
Bell was a lover of temperance and sobriety, 
and likely to prove a good master, looking 
after the best interests of his *' hands," as 
masters should. So he had bargained that, 
at any rate, he should try to set off with 
those whose characters stood high for sober- 
ness, and William Brice was not one of these. 
His hand had got increasingly unsteady, his 
absence from the Mill for a day at a time 
of more frequent occurrence. " One of the 
cleverest and sharpest hands we have, when 
he is sober," thought the Manager, as he 
looked over his list; ** but I won't send him 
to Kentmere, any how." 

Alas ! we must leave the Brices witii this 



Digitized by 



Googk 



MINNIES FAREWELL. 87 

verdict, we cannot follow them further now ; 
but they afford a dreary picture of what 
drink will do for sharp and clever workmen. 
Would that the Brices were a more uncom- 
mon instance than we fear it is. 

The Holmeses had so long practised 
thrift and care in the bringing up of their 
family, that they were, in a comparatively 
short time, able to repay the friends who 
had helped them, and set up once more 
a fund of savings. " For rainy days may 
come again," Ellen said, " and we musn't 
forgot that." In a year s time, Francis rose 
to a much higher position in the Mill, 
and stood well, too, in the opinion of his 
master, who was a practical working-man 
himself, and under whose care the business 
soon far exceeded the best days when Mr. 
Pearson had possession of it. Mr. Bell 
instituted a pleasant room for his men's 
evening recreation in winter, where lectures 
on useful subjects were given, books lent, 
and readings from good authors set afloat. 

As regards temperance, the influence of the 
master told with the men, and it soon be- 
came known throughout the neighbourhood, 
that no set of people were more sober and 
steady-going than the hands in Bell's Silk 
Mills. In all efforts of this sort, Francis 
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Holmes was his master s firm supporter ; and 
example here had effect, where precept would 
have failed. The Holmeses were known by 
many, and the popular voice of Kentmere 
voted the whole family a credit to the place. 
They removed in time to a larger house, 
still nearer the country, and on fine evenings, 
four or five years after that Summer which 
brought with it such a time of trial and sorrow, 
Francis Holmes might be seen in the fields 
with another Uttle Minnie, named in loving 
remembrance of the deaf and dumb child 
" waiting for him in heaven." She was a 
very happy, gleeful little one, all baby talk, 
and smiles, and merriment ; but her father 
and motheroften said to each other, '* There 
is a look in her blue eyes of our first-bom 
child — our Minnie — our silent comforter." 
And the parents had no better wish for her, 
than that she should follow, in God's good 
time, where Minnie s silent example had 
pointed the way, to the mansions of her 
heavenly Father's house, where she would 
sing the new song of love for ever, and 
hear the eternal notes of praise and thanks- 
giving to Him who hath redeemed us to 
God by His blood, from all nations, and 
kindred, and tongues, and people. 
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V. 
ROSA 5 or, The Two Caftles. By Eliza Weaver Bradbum. 
8 Illuftrations. 

VI,. 

TOM BURTON; or, The Better Way. 3y the Author of 

" The Working Man's Way in the World." J8 Illuftrations. 

VII. 

COUSIN BESSIE ; or, a Tale of Youthful Earneftnefs. By Mrs. 

Balfour, 8 Illuftrations. 

VIII. 
THE GIANTS, AND HOW TO FIGHT THEM. By Dr. 
Newton. 8 Illuftrations. l^enju Edition. 
IX. 
MIND WHOM YOU MARRY I or, The Gardener's Daughter. 
8 Illuftrations. Second Edition^ 
X. 
THOUGHTS FOR YOUNG THINKERS j or, Aaron Hall's 
Tales. By G. Mogridge, now better known as Old Humphrey. 
XI. 
THE GOVERNESS ; or, The Miffing Pencil-cafe. By the Rev. 
J. T. Barr. 8 Illuftrations. 

XII. 

REMINISCENCES OF THE PRINCE CONSORT, His Life and 

Charafter. ^ByRev.J.H.Wilfon. 3 Illuftrations. fourth Edition. 

XIII. 

THE SICK-ROOM, AND ITS SECRET. By Mrs. Thomas 

Geldart. 22 Illuftrations. 

XIV. 
RACHEL; or. Little Faults; By Charlotte Elizabeth. 7 Illus- 
trations. Fifth Edition. 

XV. 
WIDOW GREEN AND HER THREE NIECES. By Mrs. 
Ellis. 20 Illuftrations. Tiventy-eightb Thoufand, 
XVL 
A MOTHER'S STORIES FOR HER CHILDREN. 4 Illus- 
trations. Fourth Edition, 

XVII. 
JOHN HOBBS } a Temperance Tale of Brltilh India. By George 
Drago. 12 Illuftrations. 
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xvm. 

TOIL AND TRUST; or, Patty, the Workhoufe GirL By M 
Balfour. 4 Illuftrations. Second Editiaa. 
XIX. 
OUR MORAL WASTES, AND HOW TO RECLAIM 
THEM. 4 lUuftrattons. 

XX, 
CONFESSIONS OF A DECANTER. By Mrs. Balfour. 8 
Illufbations. 

XXI. 
KINDNESS TO ANIMALS, a Mother's Lcffon on. 40 Illus- 
trations. Second Edition. 

XXII. 
WANDERINGS OF A BIBLE. By Mrs. Balfour. 8 Illuftrations. 

xxin. 

HOMELY HINTS ON HOUSEHOLD MANAGEMENT. 
By Mrs. Balfour. 22 Illuftrations. Second Edition, 
XXIV. 
THE HISTORY OF A SHILLING. By Mre. Balfour. 8 
Illuftrations. 

XXV. 
TWO CHRISTMAS DAYS, &c. By Mrs. Balfour. 4 Illus- 
trations. TMrd Edition, 

XXVI. 
VOICE FROM THE VINTAGE. By Mrs. Ellis. TAird Edition. 

XXVII. 
TRACTS FOR THE SUPPRESSION OF INTEMPERANCE. 
Aflbrted. Moftly Illuftrated, and done up in packets. 
XXVIII. 
FOUR-PAGED TRACTS. Printed on thick paper. Illuftrated, 
afTorted, and done-up in packets. 
XXIX. 
ILLUSTRATED HANDBILLS, for general diftribution. 82 
publiftied. AiTorted in packets, 100 in each. 

Sixpenny Books Illujirated. 

FRIENDS OF THE FRIENDLESS; or, a Few Chapters on 
Prifon Life. By Mrs. C. L. Balfour. 
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Sixpenny Books Illujirated. 
II. 

BUY YOUR OWN CHERRIES. By J. W. KIrton. 4 Illus- 
trations. 

IIL 
DICK AND HIS DONKEY j or. How to Pay the Rent. Two 
Engravings. 

IV. 
LITTLE JANE 5 or. The Boat Accident. By Alfred Mills. 
lUuftrated. 

V. 
THE BIBLE THE BOOK FOR ALL By Jacob Poft. la 
Illuftrations. Fifth Edition. 

VI. 
SCRUB ; or, The Workhoufe Boy's Firft Start in Life. By Mrs. 
Balfour. 6 Illuftrations. 

VII. 
STORY OF THE TWO APPRENTICES. By Rev. J. T. 
Ban*. 4 Illuftrations. 

VIIL 
NEVER GIVE UP I a Chriftmas Story. By Nelfie Brook. 2 
Illuftrations. 

IX. 

THE VICTIM; or, An Evening's Amufement at the Vulture. 

By Mrs. Balfour. 4 Illuftrations. Third Edition. 

X. 

THE WARNING; a Narrative to Mothers. By Mrs. Balfour. 

Frontifpiece. 

XI. 
LEAFLETS ON THE LAW OF KINDNESS. Edited by 
Elihu Burritt. In Packets. Third Edition, 

XIL 
THE DRUNKARD'S DEATH. 4 Illuftrations. 

xni. 

PASTOR'S PLEDGE OF TOTAL ABSTINENCE. By the 

Rev.W. Roaf. 

XW. 
LITTLE TRACTS FOR LITTLE FOLKS. Neatly done up 

in Packets. Several Illuftrations. Second Edition. 

XV. 
A PEEP OUT OF WINDOW, AND WHAT CAME OF 
IT. By Mrs. Balfour. lUuftrated. 
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Threepennyllllujirated Books. 
i 

YOUNG SUSAN'S FIRST PLACE; or, a Young Servant's 
Difficulties. 

U. 
UNCLE DAVID'S VISIT TO A NEW-MARRIED WIFE, 
and the Good Counfels he gave her. 
HI. 
UNCLE DAVID'S ADVICE TO YOUNG MEN AND 
YOUNG WOMEN ON MARRIAGE. 
IV. 
ANNIE BAKER; or, The Little PUgrim, By Mifs M. 
Murchifon. 

V. 
CHARLEY'S DISAPPOINTMENT 5 or. Making the Beft of 
it. By Mrs. Carey Brock. 

VI. 
MORE WAYS THAN ONE; or, The Little Miflionary. By 
Mrs. Carey Brock. 

VIL 
THE WANDERERS RECLAIMED 5 or, Truth Stronger than 
Fi6Uon. 

VIII. 
SEED-TIME AND HARVEST; or the Sailor-boy's Return. 

IX. 
AN ADDRESS TO YOUNG SERVANTS, efpecially to thofe 
juft entering Service. 

X. 
WHAT SMALL HANDS MAY DO; or, Filial Affeaion. 

XI. 
FRANK'S SUNDAY COAT; or, the Sabbath kept Holy. 

XII. 
JOHN JARVIS, the Reformed Hatter. 

xni, 

THE TWO HOMES. AND THE SECRET. By Mrs. Balfour. 

xrv. 

THE CABMAN'S HOLIDAY. A Tale. By Mifs Sinclair. 

XV. 
ARTICLES OF WAR. By George Humphrey. 

XVI. 

THE SOLDIER'S TESTIMONY j or. Letters from Soldiers 

ftationed in different parts of the World. • - 
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ILLUSTRATED PENNY READINGS. 

I. 

WHO'S YOUR FRIEND ? 

II. 
AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A REFORMED THIEF, 

III. 
WHAT HAPPENED TO JOE BARKER. 

IV. 
THE LOSINGS' BANK. Pledge for a Pledge. 

V. 
THE PLANK WILL BEAR j A Ballad for Seamen. 

One Penny Tra^s, Illujirated. 
\. 

COTTAGE OF CONTENT ; or, Incidents in the Life of a 
Native of Binningham. By Rev. J. T. Barr. 
II. 
SUNDAY ON "THE LINE j" or, Plain Fafts for Working Men. 

III. 
SLAVERY IN ENGLAND. A Vifion of the Night. 

IV. 
A LITTLE VOICE. A Sudden Snare. By Mrs. Balfour. 

V. 
PROVIDENCE ROW; or. The Succefsftil Collier. By Rev. 
T. H. Walker. 

VI. 
LOW WAGES; or, Thrift and Good Management. 

VII. 
THE ORPHAN BOY,- or. How Little John was Reclaimed. By 
Mifs E. Mathews. 

VIII. 
THE CAROL SINGERS j or. Giving better than Receiving. 
By Mils E. Mathews. 

IX. 
AUNT MARY'S PRESERVING KETTLE. By T. S. Arthur. 

X. 
HOPE FOR NUMBER TWO, HELP FROM NUMBER 
ONE. By Mrs. Balfour. 
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One Penny TraBsy Illujlrated. 

XI. 
WHAT ARE BANDS OF HOPE, AND HOW TO FORM 
THEM. 

xn. 

SAMSON'S RIDDLE; addreffed to the Lancafhire Operatives. 
1 6 pp. 5J. pe r hundred. 

xin. 

LIVE AND LET LIVE; a Plea for Publicans and Servants. 
8 pp. 2j. 6d, per hundred. 

Four 'paged Trails ^ is. 3^/. per hundred. 
I. 

APPEAL TO BRITISH WORKMEN FOR THE LAN- 
CASHIRE WEAVERS. 

II. 
SLOW AND SURE GOES FAR IN A DAY. 

m. 

PATIENT JOE; or, The Ncwcaftle CoUier. 

IV. 
OUR ONLY DAY; The Working Man's Charter. 

V. 
THE SEVEN-DAY CABMAN'S SONG. 

Price Fourpence, sewed. 

ROSA MAY'S DREAM, AND WHAT CAME OF IT. 
By Nelfie Brook. 

Price Twopence, sewed. 

OLD OSCAR; The Faithful Dog. By G. H. Reid. 



HontiDn: 

S. W. PJRTRIDGE, 9, PATERNOSTER ROIV. 

GSORGB UNWIN, PRINTER, BUCKLERSBURY, LONDON. 
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